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Smt. SESHAMMA (1916 - '97) 


Itis said that behind every successful man there isa woman. 
So was Smt. Seshamma, who passed away on the 12th of 
January 1997, leaving behind the legend that is her husband, 
Shri B. Nagi Reddi, founder of Chandamama Publications, 
Vijaya-Vauhini Studios, and Vijaya Hospitals. 


Serene, silent and ever shy of limelight, she was a non- 
failing source of inspiration and strength behind the manifold 
activities of Shri B. Nagi Reddi, his family, friends, and 
associates. She was a mother not only to her children, but to 
countless souls who turned to her at the time of their need. In 
both triumph and tragedy, she was an epitome of calm and 
fortitude. She received obedience without having to command. 


With deep gratitude, we bow to her memory and pray to 
Providence that we prove worthy of her affection for us, her 
expectations of us, and her faith in us. 
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No more a playful joke 


Examination is generally a dreaded word among students. Of late, 
another word has come to be very much hated in schools and colleges 
—ragging. What once used to be a simple affair of teasing has become ~ 
a practice much condemned, criticised, and despised. 

The dictionary gives the meaning of raggingas a practical joke, played 
by the senior students on the juniors or “freshers” as they are commonly 
called. Every year educational institutions admit students who take time 
to adjust themselves to their new surroundings and make friends with the 
seniors, who then indulge in ragging the freshers to break the ice. 
‘Ducking’ (throwing a bucketful of water on an unwary junior strutting 
about in his starched and well-ironed clothes) or 'pillowing’ (hitting the 
sleeping students with a pillow at dead of night) used to be some common 
forms of ragging. Sometimes the juniors might be forced to sing or dance 
or putona fancy dress, all of which would evoke healthy laughter, leading 
to a feeling of equality or oneness among the students. 

All this has been thrown to the winds to give place to insulting and 
ignominious, often cruel, acts resulting in the juniors’ withdrawal from the 
institutions, sometimes suicides, and even murders as had happened in 
Tamilnadu recently—which led to some serious thinking on the part of the 
government, educational authorities, parents, and students themselves. 
The State government has come out with an order banning any kind of 
tagging, with threats of punitive action. There is also a clamour all over 
India for bringing in legislative measures to check such pernicious 
behaviour on the part of students. 

Will the atmosphere in schools and colleges be the same as before, 
with camaraderie among the students? 








[EQ anganath was a rich man of 
J &Sriranganagar. He possessed 
acres and acres of lands comprising 
coconut fopes and mangroves. 
Mohini, his only daughter, was of 
marriageable age. Ranganath began 
searching for a family who would be 
worthy off his daughter. He was 
particular that the boy should be an 
educated person, tall and handsome, 
and would not insist on taking his 
bride to.his own home. One or two 
families Were recommended to him. 
The prospective bridgegrooms 
answered his description, but none of 
them was willing to live with his in- 
laws aftermarriage. Mohini's marriage 
thus could not be fixed for a lon ig time. 

One day, she had accompanied her 
mother to attend a wedding. There 
she met Madan. She also got a chance 


to exchange conversation with him 
and took a liking for him. She confided 
in her mother. The woman also 
managed to talk to him. 

"The way you make enquiries, 
madam," remarked Madan, "I feel, 
you've a daughter to be married, am I 
correct ? I guess you're all pretty rich, 
whereas Icome froma humble family. 
We just own about an acre or so in the 
village and we're carrying on with the 
meagre income we earn from our 
land. I don't think I'm, therefore, 
eligible to marry your daughter,” 

"Madan, I don't mind if a family is 
proud of its heritage and is particular 
about its status," observed Mohini’s 
mother. "But all that should not stand 
in the way of human relationships. 
I've liked you, and my daughter, too, 
has liked you. Now what do you say?" 


"Madam, I too have met her and 
have also been able to talk to her," 
said Madan. "But my circumstances 
are totally different from hers. 
Anyway, if a rich girl like her won't 
mind coming and living in a small 
house in the village, I don't have any 
objection in marrying her." 

When mother and daughter got 
back home, they told Ranganath of 
what happened at the wedding 
reception. But he did not find the 
proposition attractive. How,could he 
allow his daughter to sacrifice all the 
comforts she had till then been 
enjoying to go and live in what he 
thought would only be a hut in the 
village? But when he found that both 
his wife and daughter had gladly 
accepted Madan’s proposal, he abided 
by their wish. Thus the mai of 
Mohini and Madan was celebrated. 





Atthe first opportunity, he took herto 
his village. 

Ranganath could not somehow 
reconcile to the idea of his daughter 
staying back in the village. How could 
Madan insist on such a condition for 
accepting the hand of Mohini? 
Ranganath just could not brook the 
boy's insistence. He went about-with 

agitated mind for several days, 
waiting for an opportunity togslight 
his son-in-law. 

Diwali came and the young’couple 
paid their first visit to Shriranganagar. 
That evening Madan “went “to the 
nearby temple. At that time, 
Ranganath and his friends were sitting 
in the temple precincts chit-chatting. 
When we saw Madan passing that 
way, Ranganath called him and 
introduced him to his friends. 

"My son-in-law is an educated 











person, do you know that?" he said 
turning to his friends. "Shall we test 
his knowledge? Madan, when cranes 
fly in a group, they cry in unison. 
How's it that their cries are sweet to 
the ears?" 

“It is their natural habit," replied 
Madan. 

“Why should the neem and 
tamarind grow tender leaves during 
autumn, when all other trees shed 
their leaves?" 

"That's nature's behaviour," replied 
Madan. 

“All right," said Ranganath," why 
is it that there are white spots on the 
bark of some trees?" 

"That, too, is nature's phe- 
nomenon,” said Madan. 

"You seem to have only one answer 
to all questions!" remarked Ranga- 
nath. "Even a child in the first class 
will beable to give that type of answer! 
Anyway they're not the correct 
answers.” He then looked around 
expecting his friends to cheer him 





and prompt him to give the answers~ 
himself. 

“The crane has a long neck and so 
its cries sound sweet. The roots of 
neem and tamarind go deep into the 
ground, that's why they put out new 
leaves in autumn. And animals like 
cows and buffaloes rub their horns 
against trees and the bark turns white 
by such frequent rubbing," said 
Ranganath with a smug look. 

Madan was unperturbed by his 
father-in-law's moment of victory in 
front of his admirers. "Is that so?" he 
said. "May l ask you some questions? 
Frogs croakincessantly and in rhythm. 
You mean to say that they have long 
necks? The bamboo gets new shoots. 
during autumn, but its roots don't go 
deep! All right, you've a tumour on 
your neck. It's partly white, partly 
dark. Which animal did rub its horn 
against it?” 

Everybody could now see 
Ranganath's face going pale and his 
head dropping. 





The story so fai 
Ofall the sons of King Vindusara of Magadha, the eldest Prince Sushima and Prince Ashoka, son 


of the king's Brahmin-wife Subhadra, are the two contenders to the throne. When the 

seriously ill, Ashoka /s at Ujjain and Sushima at Taxila. Ashoka is the first to arrive at Pataliputra, 
capital, to light his father's funeral pyre and ascend the throne. A furious Sushima tries to capture 
throne through violence, but is killed while entering the city. A few years later, it is time for Ashoka's 


falls 
the 
the 


formal coronation. But, for that his queen must be by his side. His wife, Vidisha Devi, is a Buddhist. 
She is unwilling to go through the ceremonies. At her suggestion, Ashoka takes a second wife. Soon 
thereatter his courtiers inspire him to lead a martial expedition against Kalinga. 


’ our Majesty...." 

A messenger from Pataliputra 
bowed to Vidisha Devi, at Ujjain, 
beginning to address her respectfully. 

"My brother, do not address me in 
such a pompous manner. It is the 
privilege of Queen Asandhimitra, 
your king's new wife, to enjoy such 
honours," said Vidisha Devi, 
interrupting the messenger. 

"Pardon me, Your Majesty, but 
you do not cease to be our queen 
simply because the king has married 
again. The king has never forgotten, 


not even for a day, how you saved his 
life not once but twice. He is yearning 
tosee youand his two children, Prince 
Mahendra and Princess Sanghamitra. 
Very soon the king is likely to go out 
on a military expedition. He would 
like you and his children to be settled 
at Pataliputra before that, for, you 
know even the greatest warrior can 
never be sure of his luck while going 
out into the battlefield,” said the 
messenger. 

A cloud of anxiety and sadness 
seemed to cover the bright face of 
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Vidisha Devi. She looked at her son 


and daughter who sat under a banyan 
tree, poring over some manuscript. 
"My brother," the queen said in 
reply, "credit goes to my husband for 
the peaceand tranquillity which reign 
over this beautiful city of Ujjain. He 
introdu¢edsouind rules and appointed 
trusted oe to take care of Ujjain. 
His chiildrengalong with the citizens 
of this province, are the beneficiaries 
of his labour. Mahendra and 
Sanghamitra are growing up amidst 
delightful natural environment, 
instructed by excellent teachers. Must 
they be dragged into the restless 
capital which has lately seen several 
blood-baths? Besides, the great sage 
Upagupta visits Ujjain from time to 


time. Mahendra and Sanghamitra 
always eagerly look forward to the 
opportunity of meeting him and 
serving him. Who will the children 
have for company at Pataliputra? 
Diplomats and ambitious courtiers!” 

The messenger smiled apologe- 
tically, but said nothing. 

"My brother, go and tell the king 
that we adore him, but we have no 
sympathy forhis military expedition,” 
said Vidisha Devi again. "We shudder 
at the thought of merciless soldiers 
invading sleepy villages and killing 
unsuspecting folks and turning 
prosperous towns to cremation 
grounds—all in the name of Emperor 
Ashoka. What pride is there for us to 
visualise tens of thousands of women 
crying over the dead bodies of their 
husbands or sons or brothers, 
innumerable men and women 
wounded and humiliated, breathing 
their last, cursing the invader—who, 
in this case, happens to be one so dear 
to us? No, my brother, tell your good 
king that we will be ready to proceed 
to Pataliputra only if the king 
abandons his plan for an invasion.” 

"Your Majesty, I'm afraid, the king 
will have no time to send his response 
to your gracious suggestion. 
Preparations are afoot for the 
expedition. He would have been very 
happy to meet you before setting out 
on his mission of conquest," humbly 
said the messenger. 

"T'mafraid, my good friend, you've 


to return without us. Nevertheless, I 
wish your king well. I'll pray for him 
inthe peace and solitude of the nearby 
cave, not for his so-called victory in 
the war, but for wisdom and good 
sense to prevail on him. I thank you 
for your having taken the pains to 
come all the way," said Vidisha Devi, 
smiling sadly but compassionately. 
* 

"Dear Yasa, I have received two 
bad news, one after another in rapid 
succession," said Emperor Ashoka, 
as he took a stroll on the terrace of his 
palace, when Yasa appeared before 
him and asked him why he looked 
depressed. 

"What are they?" asked Yasa. 

"The first one is, the King of 
Kalingadied not only withoutan issue, 
but even without any eligible kin to 
claim the throne. In spite of that, the 

















ruling chiefs ofthe twenty-one regions 
of the land have come together and 
are ruling Kalinga collectively, almost 
as one man! Isn't that rather stralage? 
It has a disciplined army and its trade 
and commerce continue to grow 
strong!” replied Ashoka. 

"And the second bad news?” 

"Vidisha Devi, your loving sister, 
has refused to come to Pataliputra, 
under the pretext that our children are 
happy there." 

"My friend, why do you look upon 
it as a pretext? Isn't that a fact?" Yasa 
reminded Ashoka mildly and added, 
"I've even a third bad news to give 
you. As you know, a fleet of ships had 
left forthe Suvarnadwipa archipelago, 
loaded with a variety of merchandise 
from Magadha. But at Javadwipa as 
t Sumatra, at Balidwipa as 
well as at several smaller ports, they 


well as 
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could hardly sell a thing. The Kalinga 
merchants have established such a 
cordial relationship with thé traders 
of the whole archipelago that no new 
merchants are welcome." 

"We will break that fraternity!" 
suddenly shouted Ashoka. "Once we 
annex Kalinga, its trade and 
commerce ¢an continue only with 
our sanction. My friend, don't think 
that all these bad news could dampen 
my enthusiasm for launching the 
proposed expedition. It has rather 
strengthened it," said Ashoka in a 
menacing voice. The clever Yasa 
understood that he was only trying to 
hide his despair. But he kept quiet. 

* 





Toshali, on the river Daya, was a 


beautiful city, a few hills and stretches 
of well-groomed parks and forests 
skirting it! In olden days, the river 
was known as Saraswati, according 
to a legend. A great sage, Dadhichi, 
lived onits banks. Once whenademon. 
called Vrittasura became a scourge 
for both gods and men, Indra, through 
his meditation, learnt that only if he 
used in his Vajra the sanctified bones 
of the sage Dadhichi, could Vrittasura 
be killed. 

Indra disclosed this to Dadhichi 
and this noble hermit, without even a 
moment's hesitation, entered into a 
state of trance and his spirit departed 
from his body. Indra then made use of 
his bones in his Vajra. Thus 
strengthened, the mighty weapon put 
an end to the ruthless demon. 

The sacred memory of Dadhichi 
made the people of Toshali idealistic. 
They were ready to sacrifice forothers. 
Jains and Buddhists, though in a 
minority, had an honourable place in 
the society dominated by Brahmins. 
One of the great Jain saints, a _ 
Tirthankara, Rishavnath, had been a 
son of the soil and the people, of / 
Toshali had made a giant statue of his, © 
which was worshipped by all the three 
sects. It was a Magadhan king, who © 
had forcibly taken it away. That was 
before the Maurya dynasty came to 
tule Magadha. Two or three times, the 
kings of Kalinga had planned to ) 
attack Pataliputra in order to recover | 
the statue, but the Jains had dissuaded — 


them from doing so. "We must set 
examples in tolerance and 
forgiveness. Let Pataliputra be 
adorned with the statue of a sage of 
Kalinga. Let us erect another statue of 
Rishavnath," the Jain monks had said. 
The last king of Kalinga was going to 
follow their advice when death 
overtook him. 

The ruling chiefs were busy 
maintaining the peace and prosperity 
which were the pride of Kalinga. They 
were taken aback when a spy informed 
them that a huge army was gathering 
on the Magadha border. 

"What is their intention? Do they 
propose to merely march through our 
land for some other destination or is 
our land itself their destination?" 

While the ruling chiefs were 
wondering on this issue at Toshali, 
likea terrible hurricane the Magadhan 
army entered their land, burning 
homes and killing the innocent people. 
They were fast advancing towards 
Toshali. 





“Let's confront this brutal assault 
as valiantly as we can!" said the 
senior-most chief. The others readily 
agreed. They fanned out into their 
respective regions to mobilise 
resistance. Heralds galloped through 
towns and villages, asking the 
common people to come out of their 
homes and gather at Toshali to form 
a mighty army. 

Indeed people, though surprised 
and sad, came out in their hordes, 
carrying with them whatever weapons 
they could lay their hands on. 
Hundreds of streams of people headed 
towards Toshali. Kalinga would be 
lost to Magadha if Toshali is lost. 
Hence, the capital city must’ be 
protected at any cost. 

There were cries and sighs in 
thousands of peaceful villages, now 
deserted by their menfolk. The regular 
soldiers of Toshali tried their best to 
train the villagers hurriedly to face 
the enemy. 


(To continue) 












Towards better English 


TRUTH, WITHOUT COLOUR! 





% Is there any difference between “black and white" and "black and 


blue"? Where do we use these expressions? asks Vinod Bhatia, of Chandigarh. 


We say a ‘black and white TV’ (which do not have facilities to show visuals in 
colour) and ‘black and white photograph’. In olden times, cameras could take only 
black and white pictures; even movies were black and white. That was the situation, 
say, some 50 or 60 years ago. When colour films were introduced for photography, 
the pictures used to be in natural colours or artificial colours. The shirt one wore would 
be of one colour, but in the photo it would appear in a different colour! That meant, 
it was not the true colour. From this arose the expression "black and white" which, 
devoid of any colour, is the absolute truth, indicating whether something is right or 
wrong, good or bad, true or false. You often hear the remark: "Come on, let us have 
it in black and white", meaning all the truth, without any frills or twists or turns, and 
with nothing omitted. When someone gets a hard beating by the hand or an 
instrument like a stick, the skin on that part turns ‘black and blue’, probably in the — 
reverse order! Try it out, if anyone has a doubt. ; 

* Bijoy Eapen of Angamally (Kerala) wants to know the difference 
between profession, occupation, job, and work, 

Mr. X is a lawyer by profession. Whenever he finds time, he may indulge in an 
occupation — like reading novels. His job is to argue his client's case in the court. His 
work will involve listening to his client, questioning him on doubtful points, consulting 
law books, and preparing notes to support his arguments. Think of the ‘professional’ 
doctor, the nature of his job, his actual work, and also a possible occupation. 

% What is a ‘baker's dozen’? asks Neelamony of Rourkela. 


When a dozen means twelve units of anything, the baker's dozen will have one 
extra. In good old days, bakers used to give 13 loaves to anyone asking fora dozen, 
so that no one would complain that he or she was served with less weight. The 
expression has gone out of date, but little boys and girls would be only too happy if 
they were to ask for a dozen lozenges and the affectionate shopkeeper drops one 
extra in the packet! Not only would they have no complaint against the shopkeeper, 
but they would continue to go to him whenever they wanted lozenges! 

% Swati Desai, of Baroda, has a doubt: Is the expression "free gift” 
correct? t 


No, itis not correct. Agift comes to you unasked for; you do not pay forit. Itis given 
to you free of cost. Therefore, the expression suffers from whatis called "redundancy". 
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] y dear son, it's a good thing 

to earn money; it's better to 
gain fame; but it's far better to gaina 
few friends," said anobleman once to 
his son, while they sat for dinner. 

The son boasted that he hada knack 
for winning friends and he already 
had a number of them. 

The father said: "Aren't you 
confusing acquaintances with friends? 
Friendship is very rare. How many 
friends do you think you have?" 

The son replied: "Well, I've at least 
twenty friends, if not more!" 

The father expressed his surprise 
and said: "You're only twenty years 









D A HALF 





old and you claim to have twenty 
friends! I'm sixty; yet I can boast of 
only one friend and a half!" 

The son laughed and said: "Only 
one friend and a half! What a pity!" 

The father said: "But I'm quite 
satisfied with my humbleachievement 
in this regard. When I call a person 
my friend, I mean it. Are you equally 
sure of your friends?” 

"Of course, my dear father! You 
can try my friends in any way you 
like!" the son replied. 

The father remained silent for a 
while and then said: "All right, we'll 
try them. Now, you do as I say. Put 
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some earth and some old clothes in a 
sack and sprinkle red ink all over the 
sack. Carry it on your head and go to 
one of your friends. Tell him that 
you've killed a man and that you're 
being pursued by policemen. And tell 
him he should immediately arrange 
to bury the sack. He should also 
provide a place for you to hide. You 
may also warn your friend that if you 
were to be caught by policemen while 
you are in his house, then he was also 
likely to be hanged along with you. 
He should be prepared to help you in 
spite of the risk involved." 

The next day, the son went out 
with a sack as instructed by his father. 
When he got back home at night, he 
looked pale and sad. He confessed to 


his father that he had gone to all his 
twenty friends one after another. But 
none of these so-called friends would 
come forward to help him in his 
misfortune. They had all declined to 
help him under some pretext or the 
other. Some of them said that they 
were prepared to do everything for 
him, but this! One friend asked him to 
meet him the next day so that he could 
consider the matter coolly. A few 
friends assured him that though they 
could not do anything for him 
immediately, they would give him a 
decent burial after he had been hanged. 

The father affectionately patted the 
young man and consoled him, saying, 
"Never mind, my boy, you're still 
very young and you have a long time 
before you to cultivate true friendship. 
Now, let us try my one friend and a 
half in the same way." 

Then the father gave his son the 
address of the gentleman whom he 
considered his ‘half-friend’. 

The young man, with the sack on 
his head, went to the gentleman, 
introduced himself and, pretending 
to tremble with fear, said: "I carry the 
body ofaman whom I've killed. Please 
hide this and hide me, too. If I am 
caught, I shall be hanged.” 

The gentleman immediately took 
the young man into his house. He 
buried the sack in a deep pit in his 
garden. His wife brought a set of new 
clothes and a plateful of delicious 
food for the young man, who spent 


the night there. 

The next day the young man 
returned to his father and told him 
what had happened. The father said: 
“We should try his affection for me 
still further. He visits the marketevery 
day. Tomorrow you should go to the 
market and pretend to be angry with 
him onsome pretext. Then you should 
slap him in front of others. Let's see 
how he reacts to your behaviour.” 

The son did exactly as his father 
had said. The gentleman, when 
slapped, stood stunned for a moment. 
Then he lowered his voice and said: 
"You have been utterly ungrateful to 
me. I'm sorry to see the son of my dear 
friend behaving in this fashion. 
Perhaps, you'll repent for this 
afterwards, However, don'tever have 
any fear that I might report you to the 
police. I love your father too deeply 
to do that." 

The next evening, the son went to 
test the gentleman whom his father 
considered his ‘complete’ friend. 





Everything happened exactly as the 
father had expected it would. 

But while the complete friend was _ 
making arrangement to hide the sack _ 
and his friend's son inside his house, 
a few policemen arrived there and 
wanted to arrest the young man, It 
had so happened that a murder had 
really been committed in the city that 
day. Nobody knew who the murderer 
was. But people had reported to the 
police of a young man with a sack 
moving in a suspicious manner. 

The gentleman firsttried to persuade 
the policeman to go back. But when 
they insisted on arresting the young 
man, the gentleman said: "Well, the — 
young man with a sack, who is your 
suspect, is not this man. He is inside — 
the house; he is my son — my only — 
son. You may go in and arrest him," 

The policemen arrested the 
gentleman's son. The friend's son 
returned to his father. By then he had 
realised what true friendship meant! 








STORIES FROM 
MAHABHARATA § 


The story so far: The Pandava princes, having endured twelve years of exile in the forests, | 
must spend one year in complete hiding. They decide to disguise themselves and get employed at | 


the court of Virata, the King of Matsya. 


This venture goes smooth until Kichaka, brother-in-law of the king and commander-in-chief of 
the army, desires to marry Draupadi. He gives the unhappy Draupadi no peace. Inher disgust, she 
at last turns to Bhima, who lays a trap for Kichaka and kills him ina brutal fight. 1 

Meanwhile, at Hastinapura, Duryodhana sends out spies to find out the whereabouts of the 
Pandavas, and vows that they shalll never regain their rightful inheritance. The wise Bhishma and 


Kripachatya view the future with foreboding. 





hishma and Kripacharya tried to 
restrain Duryodhana from his 
dangerous course. Then Susarma, the 
King of Trikartha, said: "Oh King, 
many a time the King of Matsya has 
invaded my domain and laid it waste. 
But now that the commander of his 
army, Kichaka, has been killed by 
supernatural spirits, his defences are 
down. Let's* invade his land and 
plunder his wealth." 
Karna, eager to give a battle, 
supported Susarma. Duryodhana 
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ordered Duhsasana to get the armies 
ready. He said: "Let Susarma attack - 
the capital of Matsya and bring ate 
cattle to us. I shall fall upon the city 
from the rear and capture it." a 
Meanwhile King Virata wa: 
depressed over the death of Kichaka, 
his brother-in-law and commander: 
his army. He felt lost without the 
strong support of the man who was 
hero, though notorious for his pride. 
Just then, Susarma attacked 
city and drove off all the cattle. 
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panic-stricken shepherds and 
cowherds ran to the king and implored 
him to save their cattle from the 
invaders. 

The king gathered his army and 
advanced to meet the enemy. 
Yudhishthira and Bhima accompanied 
him. In the ensuing battle, King Virata 
was captured and his army lay 
scattered. Yudhishthira then ordered 
Bhima to go and rescue the king from 
the clutches of Susarma. 

Bhima, the mighty Pandava 
colossus, now fell upon Susarma's 
army like a thunderbolt and, after a 
fierce battle, utterly destroyed it. 
Susarma was captured in his turn and 
King Virata was rescued. Susarma 
was later freed by Yudhishthira. 

Virata had hardly gone back to his 
capital when courtiers brought the 
alarming news of Duryodhana's 


lightning attack from the rear. This. 
time the terrified people appealed to 
Uttar, the crown prince, to repulse the 
invaders. , 

Uttar was a wastrel who spent his 
time in merrymaking. When he was 
informed of the calamity that had 
overtaken his capital, he declared; "If 
only I had an able charioteer, I would 
have destroyed Duryodhana's army 
in no time!" 

When Arjuna, masquerading as a 
woman, heard this boasting, he looked 
at Draupadi pointedly. Draupadi 
promptly turned to Uttar and said; 
"We've an able charioteer right here. 
This Brihannala was once acharioteer 
to the famed Pandava archer, Arjuna. 
Take her with you." She then pointed 
at Arjuna. 

Uttar laughed at these words and 


asked scornfully, "What! Take this 








woman to the battlefield?" 
Arjuna said, "Oh Prince, 
drive a chariot well. Let's go and 
teach that Duryodhana a good lesson 
and bring back our cows.” 
The ladies of the royal chamber 


I can 


then said in a chorus: "That would be 
fine, Bring us the beautiful dresses of 
the Kauravas and we'll make nice 
dresses for our dolls." 

Uttar, timid though he was, had no 
other option but to go to the battle- 
field. With Brihannala driving his 
chariot, he reached the field. There 
the sight of the vast army of the 
Kauravas unnerved him totally and 
jumping down from the chariot, he 
began to run away as fast his legs 
could carry him. But Brihannala 


caught hold of him and said: "Don't 
be afraid. You drive the chariot, Tl 
fight. But first I need my bow and ~ 
arrows. Let's drive towards that tree 
and in the hollow of the trunk, you'll 
see my weapons.” 

Then Brihannala drove the chariot 
towards the tree and recovered some. 
weapons from the hollow trunk, It 
was here that the Pandavas had hidden: 
their weapons at the beginning of 
their exile. 

Uttar was astonished to see a 
magnificent bow and a quiver full of 
pointed arrows skilfully hidden 
behind a skeleton. . 

Brihannala raised the bow and 
strummed the single cord. A mighty — 
sound arose in the air and was heard 
by the surprised ranks of the 
Uttar shook like an aspen 
Brihannala smiled at him and 

"Don't be afraid. I'm none other than 
Arjuna. The man you knew as _ 
Gangapata is my eldest brot 
Yudhishthira, Vallabha the royal ch 
is really Bhima. Nakula grooms 
horses and Sahadev is the shepl 
The maid Sairandhri is a 
Draupadi. We, the ee aa e 
just ended our period of exile in your 
land!" 












tremulous voice said: "Oh mii 
Pandava! Forgive me if I've 
disrespectful towards you. I shall: 
drive the chariot for you." He th 








drove the chariot towards the 
Kauravas. 

The Kauravas had been alerted by 
the sound of Arjuna's bow. So, Drona 
turned towards Duryodhana and said: 
"Here comes Arjuna!" 

Duryodhana rubbed his hands 
gleefully and said: "Now that Arjuna 
has been sighted before the end of his 
exile, the Pandavas will have to go 
back to the forest, according to the 
conditions." 

Drona laughed at his folly and 
said: "Do you take Arjuna for a fool? 
He has revealed himself because his 
period of exile is over. Calculate for 
yourself and you will then see that I'm 
right. If you've any doubts, go and ask 
Bhishma." 

Then, with a heavy heart, 
Duryodhana went across to Bhishma 
and sought confirmation of Drona's 


words. Bhishma said: "True. The 
prescribed period of exile for the 
Pandavas is over. Every fifth year 
adds two months more to the calendar. 
According to this calculation, the 
Pandavas have duly completed their 
period of exile. In fact, a few days 
have elapsed after that. No wonder 
they've come out of their hiding so 
boldly." 

Duryodhana turned pale at these 
words. Bhishma, taking note of this, 
continued; "Now you must fight 
Arjuna. The Pandavas will demand 
the return of the kingdom to them, 
and you'll have to give the land back 
to them. If you refuse, a war is sure 
follow. Think well before you decide." 

His face darkening with anger, 
Duryodhana exclaimed: "Give the 
kingdom back to them? Never! Let 
them fight and conquer me. I'm ready 








for war." 

Bhishma replied: "Good. Go back 
to Hastinapura with a part of the army. 
If you stay here, Arjuna will sure 
capture you. Take a part of the stolen 
cows also with you. Drona, Kripa, 
and myself will defend our position 
here.” 

Bhishma's advice sounded sensible 
to Duryodhana. So, he promptly split 
his army and witha small force began 
to retreat towards Hastinapura. 
Bhishma rearranged the army and 
awaited Arjuna's advance. But that 
redoubtable archer had seen 
Duryodhana slinking away from the 
battlefield. Turning to Uttar he said: 
"It's no use fighting this army. 
Duryodhanais running away. We must 
prevent that." 

Uttar enthusiastically said: "Fine. 
I'll drive this chariot fast and block 








Duryodhana's way. You can then 
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easily capture him." He then began to 
drive his chariot. 

Bhishma had expected Arjuna to 
come and fight the Kaurava army, but 
he saw to his surprise the latter's 
chariot speeding away. 

Then Kripacharya said: "Aha! 
Arjuna has seen through our trick. 
He's now driving towards Duryo- 
dhana to block his escape route. We 
must follow him and_ help 
Duryodhana." 

Bhishma nodded in agreement and 
the whole army was ordered to pursue 
Arjuna. Thus the plan to cover 
Duryodhana'sescape came to nought. 

Bhishma knew that in single 
combat, Duryodhana was no match 
for Arjuna. The latter would very 
easily defeat him. So Bhishma turned 
round his chariot and began to go fast 
after Arjuna. 

-To continue 





ark was the night and weird the 
atmosphere. It rained from time 
to time. Gusts of wind shook the 
trees. Between thunderclaps and the 
moaning of jackals could be heard the 
eerie laughter of spirits. Flashes of 
lightning revealed fearsome faces. 
But King Vikram did not swerve a 
bit. He climbed the ancient tree and 
brought the corpse down. However, 
as soon as he began crossing the 
desolate cremation ground with the 
corpse lying on his shoulder, the 
vampire that possessed the corpse 
spoke: "O King, normally you should 
be enjoying a good sleep at this hour 
of the night. Instead of doing that, 
what makes you go through this 
strange rite? Sometimes things happen 
just as we anticipate; at other times 
there may be some unexpected twists 
and turns. And there cannot be any 
explanation for all these. I can give 
you a good example for this—the 
story of Rudrapratap. Justlisten." The 
vampire then began his narration. 
Rajagopal was a resident of 
Rajagiri. He had been staying in his 





house for many years. One day, he 
came to know from an elderly person 
that. buried somewhere in his 


compo! was a treasure-chest. He 
dug at different spots, but did not 
come across any treasure-chest. He 
was no dispirited. After all, a treasure 
might make all the difference in life. 
Would he not become a wealthy man 
overnight? So, he did not give up his 
efforts. 

One day, a yogi came to his place. 
Rajagopal received him with all 
reverence. During their conversation, 
he took the yogi into confidence and 
told him about the treasure. He thought 
for a while and said: "You search for 
a gentleman who is not greedy, but 
someone generous-hearted. Invite him 
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home and let him stay here. The first 
three days you feed him well. On the 
fourth day, he should observe total 
fast. On the fifth day, you give him a 
spade. Where he turns the sod, you 
should dig and you'll find a treasure 
below." After giving this direction, 
the yogi went away. 

Rajagopal then began a search for 
a gentleman. He could not find 
anybody who was not greedy. There 
were very few generous-hearted 
people, but their generosity was not 
sincere. If they parted with a little 
portion of their wealth, their greed 
would make them goall outto become 
rich and richer. Besides, nobody 
wanted to observe fast for a whole 
day. He even offered them half of the 
treasure. But they were not 
enamoured, Who would want 
someone else's money or wealth? Of 
course, some of them did accept his 
invitation. They were fed well for 
three days, and they went without 
food on the fourth day. On the fifth 
day, they dug the earth wherever they 
liked. Rajagopal dug deeper at those 
places, but could not find any treasure- 
chest. 

Rajagopal felt frustrated, but he 
did not give up hope. One day, the 
yogi paid a second visit to Rajagopal. 
Hetold the yogiall that had happened. 

"Did your invitees abide by my 
instructions strictly?" the yogi 
enquired. "I've my own doubt. They 
would have at least taken a drop of 


water on the day they were expected 
to observe total fast." 

Rajagopal thought for some time 
and confessed, “O revered Swami! I 
didn't watch them that closely, They 
might have taken a drink or managed 
to eat a morsel of food without my 
noticing it." 

On seeing the yogi in a 
contemplative mood, Rajagopal said 
humbly: "Swami, I don't think there 
is anyone left here that I can consider 
as a gentleman in whom I will have 
confidence. Let me, therefore, offer 
to undergo the trial of fast for a day or 
even more.” 

"No, no!" remarked the yogi. 
"There's no point in your observing 
fast for your own benefit. It has to be 
undertaken by someone else. All right, 
some ten miles from here is Rudrapuri. 
Rudrapratap of that place is a 
gentleman, very generous in his 
disposition. You must somehow get 
him over here and make him observe 
fast for your sake. You'll succeed." 

Afterseeing offthe yogi, Rajagopal 
got ready to go to Rudrapuri. He 
easily found out where Rudrapratap 
was staying. He was very tall and 
portly. The momenthe saw Rajagopal, 
he got up from his seatand courteously 
led him into the house. He made him 
comfortable and then asked him what 
had brought him to Rudrapuri. 
Rajagopal at first hesitated to disclose 
his mission. Then he mustered enough 
courage and explained everything. 





“Oh! That's all?" remarked Rudra- 
pratap. "After eating to one's heart's 
content for three days, it shouldn't be 
difficult at all to forget food and water 
just for one day! That's easily done, 
my friend!" He then added: "You stay 
here tonight, we shall start early 
morning tomorrow. | shall make all 
arrangements.” 

Arrangements? Rajagopal 
wondered. But he did not worry about 
it for any length of time. He had a 
good night's rest. When he got up, he 
saw a cart ready and waiting for them 
to go to Rajagiri. He made discreet 
enquiries about Rudrapratap. The man 
was prompt in everything. He was a 
good paymaster, at the same time a 
hard task master, too. He extracted 
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maximum work from his servants and 


workers. Rajagopal wondered 
whether he would answer the yogi’s 
description of a gentleman. But, the 
yogi had specifically asked him to 
invite Rudrapratap. 

He was accosted by one of the 
servants. "Our Master has told us 
why you had come to fetch him. We 
are only wondering how our master 
will avoid any food on the fourth day! 
In fact, he usually eats six times a 
day! I don't know how he's going to 

_ fast." 

Now Rajagopal was really 
stupefied. Should he believe the 
servant and call off the exercise? By 
then Rudrapratap came out and asked 
the servant to bring some packets and 


vessels from inside and load them on 
to the cart. When everything was 
ready, he asked the servant, too, to get 
on to the cart. "I always take him 
along wherever I go. He's a good 
cook! I like his cooking." He gave a 


§ smile as he climbed inside. 


They had not gone for any long 
distance before Rudrapratap asked 
his cook to serve food. Rajagopal 
noticed that he was eating three or 
four times whatever he himself could 
eat! In less than an hour, he ate again, 
and this exercise continued. Rajagopal 
was left to wonder how he was going 
to feed his guest for three days. 

Rudrapratap, on seeing a passerby, 


4 asked the driver to stop the cart. 


“Where are you going?" he asked the 
man. Rajagopal thought, the gentle- 
man that he was, he would oblige the 
passerby and ask him to join them in 
the cart. He was mistaken, When the 
man told him that his wife was unwell 
and he was on his way to fetch a 
doctor, Rudrapratap said: "Oh! Your 
wife? Didn't she accuse my son of 
cheating and call him a liar? No, I 
won't extend any help to her. Let her 
suffer!" He then asked the driver to 
start the vehicle. 

They travelled some more distance 
when they saw a man sitting beneath 
atreeand weeping aloud. Rudrapratap 
once again stopped the vehicle, and 
went up to him. "Oh! Shivshankar! 
What happened?” 

The man after wiping his tears, 


mumbled, "I lost my father four days 
ago! I can't imagine that he won't be 
with me to guide me and help me! I 
don't feel like going for work." He 
started sobbing again. 

Rudrapratap sat by his side and 
patted him on his back. "I still 
remember the kind of sweetmeat he 
used to bring for me whenever he 
came for work at my house. What a 
pity that he's no more!" And he too 
wept for a while. 

Now it was the turn of Shivshankar 
to console him. Suddenly, a change 
came over Rudrapratap. "He had 
cheated my father to usurp one acre of 
our land! It's good that he passed 
away!" 

This was quite an unexpected blow 
for Shivshankar. He pushed aside 
Rudrapratap and moved away. He, 
too, got up and got into the cart which 
once again proceeded on its way. 

Rudrapratap now wanted to eat 
and had another go at food before the 
cart reached Rajagiri and stopped in 
front of Rajagopal's house. By now, 
he was almost certain that his 
honoured guest would not be able to 
fast even for an hour on the fourth 
day. 

In Rajagopal's house, Rudrapratap 
was once again a changed person. He 
commented that Rajagopal's wife was 
good looking but he found fault with 
her for keeping the house untidy. He 
liked her cooking but remarked that 
the rice was only half-boiled. He 


é 





complimented Rajagopal for the way 
he had brought up his children, but he 
admonished them when they wanted 
to play with him. 

“Rajagopal, I'm very happy that 
you'll soon be the owner of a treasure, 
and I'm only happy that I could be of 
some help to you to find the treasure- 
chest," Rudrapratap told him as they 
sat together for food. 

Three times Rajagopal sat with his 
guest but declined to join him when 
he wished to eat three more times 
during the day. Rajagopal as well as 
his family now really doubted whether 
Rudrapratap would be willing to 
undertake a fast. Anyway they served 
him food whenever he asked for it. 
The fourth day dawned. Rudrapratap 
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asked Rajagopal, "If you getatreasure, 
will you gave me a share?" 

Rajagopal was taken aback. Till 
now none of the guests he had invited 
had asked for any share. In fact, even 
when he offered a share, they all had 
rejected the offer, proving that they 
were really gentlemen. Rudrapratap 
had been recommended by the yogi, 
and the impression he got when he 
wentto invite him and during his stay 
at his residence and also during their 
journey to Rajagiri was that he was a 
wealthy man. Still he wanted a share! 
Rajagopal said: "Yes, sure, I shall 
give you one-fourth of whatever I 
get.” 

The much awaited fast started, at 
last. Rudrapratap asked his servant to 
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prepare food. In between the fast, he 
ate three times. At night, Rajagopal 
venturedto ask him, "Would you call 
itaYast?". ; 
= Why do you doubt, Rajagopal?" 
countered Rudrapratap- "Every day I 
take food six times, and you've seen 
that. Today Late food only three times 
and decided to forgo food three other, 
times. Don't you think I was fasting?" 
Rajagopal felt that he had been 
silenced. He did not say anything 
more, but waited for the fifth day to 
dawn, Early morning, after eating 
food, Rudrapratap took the spade, 
went round the compound and chose 
a place in the backyard. He struck 
with his spade and turned the sod. He 
did this three times. He could not dig 
further because the spade seemed to 
have hit something metallic. 
Rajagopal dug the area around the 
metallic object and pulled it out. It 
wasabronze vessel, full of goldcoins. 
The vampire concluded the 
narration there and turned to 
Vikramaditya. ."O King! Was 
Rudrapratap a gentleman, as he was 
given out to be? He had some bad 
habits, hadn't he? He ate to his heart's 
content onall three days, and ate food 
three times on the fourth day. Was he 
rightin doing so when he was. expected 
to observe total fast? Initially he spoke 
well of people, but the next moment 
he would change his attitude and 
rebuke them or insult them. And at 
the last moment, he demanded share 





of the treasure, almost making it 
conditional for his help later. Is it 
correct to ask for a share of someone's 
wealth? Therefore, was it just a 
coincidence that a treasure lay hidden 
where he dug the earth? Or did he 
have an idea of the exact place 
beforehand? If you know the answers 
to these questions and still do not 
satisfy me, your head will be blownto 
pieces, let me warn you!" 

King Vikramaditya thought for a 
while, only for a short while. And 
then he spoke: "There is no one in this 
world who can be described as a 
perfect gentleman. Everyone will have 
traces of some bad elements or 
influences. But some are clever to 
hide them, so much so, others take 
them to be gentlemen. Rudrapratap 
exhibited his good side as well as bad. 
The bad side was thathe would openly 


point out the shortcomings in others. 
Anexample of his good side was that 
he obliged Rajagopal and helped him 
find the treasure. Another instance 
was the way he behaved towards his 
servants. He extracted work from 
them treating them like slaves, but at 
the same time, he paid them well. He 
could be described as a double-faced 
person. One half of him ate to his fill; 
the other half observed a rigorous 
fast, even without drinking a drop of 
water. It was that half which went to 
the assistance of Rajagopal. And he 
succeeded in locating the spot where 
the treasure lay hidden." 

The vampire, who was listening 
intently, realised that Vikram was too 
smart for him. He flew back to the 
ancient tree, taking the corpse with 
him. The king drew his sword and 
went after the vampire. 


Thoughtless and indiscreet actions result 
in failure and are often fraught 


with danger 





A WINDOW ON THE WORLD 


BRIDGING TWO 
CENTURIES 


Beginning his second term in the 
White House, Mr. William Jefferson 
Clinton called himself a bridge between 
the 20th and 21st centuries. For the 
United States of America, Bill Clinton will 
be the last President of this century and 
the first of the next. The 42nd President 
in American history was sworn in for a 
second time on January 20. He has the 
distinction of aDemocrat being re-elected 
to the high office for the first time since 
the end of World War Il. The previous 
occasion when a Democrat President 
was voted for a second term was 60 
years ago. He was Franklin Delano 
Roosevelt, who was first elected in 1932, 
and then again in 1936. In fact, he was 
the only U.S. President to get elected a 
third. and a fourth term, the last in 1944. 
He died in office on April 12, 1945—a few 
months before the great war ended. 

After Roosevelt, a Democrat were to 
sit in the White House when Harry S. 
Truman stepped in to fill the vacancy in 
1945; another Democrat, John Kennedy, 
was elected in 1960 
(he was assass- 
inated on November 
22, 1963), and was 
succeeded by 
Lyndon B. Johnson, 
also a Democrat; the 
other Democrat 
Presidentwas Jimmy 
Carter. (1977-81). 

Bill Clinton was 
elected for the first 
time in 1992, andtook 
over on January 20, 
1993. At the turn of 
the century a 





hundred years ago, William McKinley 
(Republican) was the President. Re- 
elected a second time in 1900, he 
assumed office in March 4, 1901, but 
died in harnness in September that year. 

In the November 1996 elections, Mr. 
Clinton secured 49 per cent of the popular 
votes as against 41 per cent secured by 
Republican Robert Dole (see photo) and 
8 per cent polled by Ross Perot, who 
stood as an Independent candidate. On 
his election, some 60 per cent of the 
people felt optimistic about Bill Clinton's 
second term. In the course of his 
Inauguration speech on January 21, 
President Clinton referred to the national 
divide on the basis of race, troubling the 
great country and said American unity 
would get the top priority in his agenda 
for the next four years in office. His 
greatest responsibility would be to rebuild 
the U.S.A. as "one nation, one people, 
one destiny”. He said his government 
would be humble and at the same time 
strong. He promised to spread "America's 
bright flame of freedom throughout the 
world". Bill Clinton envisaged the 21st 
century to witness the emergence of a 
“world of democracies". 

Would the world see him making a 
third Inauguration speech in January 
2001? 





COASTAL JOURNEYS - 17 


To The Gateway 
Of The South 


Text : Meera Nair @ Artist : K.S. Gopakumar 


Our journey along the Coromandel coast, 
takes us to Mamallapuram, an ancient port of 
the Pallavas. It is believed to have been narned 
after the 7th century Pallavan king, 
Narasimhavarman, who was given the title 
*‘Mahamaila’, meaning the ‘great wrestler’. It was 
during his rule that Mahamaliapuram which was 
later called Mamallapuram attained ‘great 
prosperity.The famous port of the Pallavas no 
longer exists but the open-air museum of rock-cut 
monuments they left behind still remains. 

One of the outstanding monuments here Is a bas-relief known as Arjuna's 
Penance or the Descent of the Ganga. It is 29m long and 13m high and is believed 
to be the largest bas-relief in the world. In the monsoons, rainwater flows down a 
natural cleft in the centre of the rock-rellef simulating the descent of the mighty river 
Ganga. . 

Among the rock-cut temples at Mamallapuram, the rathas are most famous. 
These are shaped like chariots and are named after four Pandava brothers - 
Yudhishthira, Arjuna, Bhima, Sahadeva, and Draupadi, the wife of the Pandavas. 








Arjuna's Penance 





The famous rathas 

The Varaha and the Mahishasuramardini caves that lie to the east of the bas- 
relief contain friezes that depict mythological stories. 

A large panel in the Varaha cave tells the story of how Lord Vishnu takes the 
form of the gigantic boar Varaha and rescues the Earth goddess from the clutches 
of the demon Hiranyaksha. 

The Mahishasuramardini cave has two friezes. One of them depicts the great 
battle inwhich the arch-demon Mahishasura is killed. Mahishasura had become so 
powerful that he had succeeded in driving Indra and the other gods away from 
heaven. The gods could not bear the evil that prevailed. In desperation, they sat in 
council, pooled their divine resources and created ‘Ambika’ (Durga), a goddess who 
possessed all their attributes, power and weapons, as well as the qualities of their 
consorts.The invincible goddess battled with the demonic forces and destroyed 
Mahishasura . She was called Mahishasuramardini thereafter and it is in this form 
that she is worshipped during the nine-day-festival of Navratri or Durga Puja. The» 
frieze shows the goddess mounted on a prancing lion attacking the buffalo-headed 
demon. The panel oppo- 
site shows Vishnu in his 
cosmic sleep. 

The Jalasayana or 
Shore Temple, stands 
nearby. It was built so 
close to the sea that it 
could be entered only 
from the back. The tem- 
pleis dedicated to Siva 
and has several 'nandis' 
on the parapet of the wall 
surrounding it. 

< = . = Mamallapuram is also 
The Jalasayana or Shore Temple 








the birthplace of the great 5th 
century Vaishnav saint, 
Bhutattalavar. 

As we leave the glorious 
Pallava legacy behind and 
continue our coastal journey, 
we come across an artists’ 
commune called the 
Cholamandalam Artists 
Village. The artists wholive here 
make their living by selling 
their work. There is a perma- 
nent exhibition of paintings, 
sketches, terracotta sculptures 
and other crafts, and regular 
poetry reading sessions and 
dance recitals are held in 
this village. 

Our next halt is at the 





Sawn. ’ 


The tallest flagstaff in India 





capital of Tamil Nadu, the fourth largest Indian city. Chennal, formerly Madras, 
is located on a 17km stretch on the Coromandel coast. It is regarded as the 


‘Gateway of the South’. 


In the seventeenth century when the British decided to build a factory on 
the east coast they selected Armagaum, a village around 40km north of 
present-day Chennai, as the site. But they soon realised that the place was 
unsuitable for trade purposes. So Francis Day, the chief of the Armagaum 
factory sailed: southwards to acquire a suitable site. On 22nd July,1639, he 


succeeded in 
securing the 
grant of a fishing 
village called 
Madras Kuppam 
from Damarla 
Venkatadri 
Nayak, a vassal 
of the Rajah of 
Chandragiri. It 
was from this 
narrow, — surf- 
wracked, no 
man's land which 
the locals called 
‘narimedu', a 
‘jackal mound’, 








— 
that the city of Madras was born, BS 

Day established the British factory here and to protect it and the British 
settlement that had sprung up there, he built a fort and named it after the 
patron saint of England, St. George, as its construction was completed on 
St. George's Day (23rd April,1640). : 

The Church of St. Mary in the fort was the first Anglican church to 
come up in India. It was built in 1680 and its courtyard is paved with the oldest 
British tombstones in the country. Governor Elihu Yale, who later founded 
the Yale University in the US, was the first to get married here. The old colours 
of the Madras Fusiliers, the first European regiment of the East India 
Company, are displayed in the church. 

The Fort Museum has historical documents, oil paintings, coins, medals, 
weapons, sculptures and other artefacts depicting the city's early days. The 
building was established in 1683, when it housed the Bank of Madras, the first 
modern bank in India and a forerunner of the 
Imperial and State Banks; the Fort Exchange, guesses 
where businessmen transacted business, and ‘ 
a lighthouse on the roof. 

The 50m-high teakwood flagstaff at Fort 
St. George is the tallest in the country. The 
Secretariat and the Legislative Assembly of the 
Tamil Nadu government are the important buildings 
in the fort today. 

The broad, sandy Marina Beach, not farfromthe 
Fort, is regarded as the second longest beach in the 
world. It is 3 1/2 kilometres long. It has the samadhi 
of C.N.Annadurai, one of the most popular chief 
ministers of Tamil Nadu. 

Annadurai, affectionately called ‘Anna’ (elder 
brother) had ushered in a new era 
of Tamil consciousness in 1967 
when his party, the Dravida 
Munnetra Kazhagam came to 
power. His death barely a year 
later dealt a shattering blow to the 
people of Tamil Nadu. Millions 
gathered at the beach and wept as 
he was cremated. The Anna 
Samadhi is now a place of pilgrim- 
age. Hundreds come everyday and 
dream of the world that might have 
been had their Anna been alive. 


The Anna Samadhi 










@AMRITA BHARATI, BHARATIYA VIDYA BHAVAN, ‘1997 





A VEGETABLE CURIOSITY 


When we are told that 90 per cent 
of the world trade in Cashewnut and 
Cashew Oil is monopolised by India, 
we realise the importance of this cash 
crop for us. The cashew was 
introduced in India some four hundred 
years ago by the Portuguese. It is a 
native of Brazil. It grows extensively 
in South India, along the west coast, 
from Mumbai (Bombay) to 
Kanyakumari, which covers nearly 
70 per cent of the cashew-growing 
area in India. Sandy soil is best suited 
for cultivating cashew, which cannot 
survive extreme heat or cold. 

The tree grows to a maximum 
height of 15 metres, and has a life of 
only 30 to 40 years. This evergreen 
tree has leaves oval in shape. They are 
hardy, too. The flowers appear in 
bunches, and flowering starts in 
December and continues up to March. 
The flowers are yellow with pink 
stripes. Fruits begin appearing from 
March and it takes nearly 60 to 70 
days for them to ripen. The nut, in the 
shape of kidney, hangs from the fruit, 
which naturalists consider as"one of 
the curiosities of the vegetable 
kingdom". The nut has a hard shell, 
whichis green or pinkish when tender. 
It turns grey when fully ripe. The 
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fleshy portion is called the cashew 
apple. A normal size tree can produce 
some 30 to 35 kg of apples at a time. 

The cashew kernel or nut is highly 
prized as a dry fruit. It has a pleasant 
flavour and a delicious taste. It is 
eaten raw, dried, fried, salted, or 
sweetened. The nut is very nutritious 
and contains a lot of iron and Vitamin 
A. The nut is very popular, probably 
next only to badam. 

In Bengali cashew is known as 
Hijli Badam, in Hindi, Marathi and 
Gujarati as Kaju, in Tamil as Muntha- 
mamidi, and in Malayalam” 
Kashu-Andi. 


The oil extracted from the shell is a 
highly valued commercial product. 
The timber is used in boat-building 
and for packing cases. 













That size is not the criterion for 
spiritual attainment was proved by a 
group of hermits, numbering sixty 
thousand, who were no bigger than 
the thumb! They always lived 
together, often hanging from branches 
of trees with their heads down 

They were the children of Kratu, 
one of the seven Rishis renowned as 
the Saptarshis. Once when the hermit 
Kasyapa Prajapati was preparing to 
perform a Yajna, several gods, 
including Indra, helped him by 
collecting the right kind of wood. The 
Balakhilyas, too, went to his help but 
they could fetch only tiny chips. An 
amused Indra laughed. The 
Balakhilyas were annoyed. At once 
they sat down and did penance in 
order to create a new Indra. That 
alarmed Indra who prayed to Kasyapa 
to intervene. At Kasyapa’s request, 
the Balakhilyas broke their penance. 
But whatever power that had already 
been produced by their penance was 
absorbed by Garuda, the godly bird 
born to Kasyapa and his wife, Vinata. 
When Garuda went to the heavens in 
order to bring nectar (Amrita), Indra 
tried to stop him but was defeated. 
That was the partial way in which the 
anger of the Balakhilyas achieved its 
goal. 
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Once the great Garuda sat down 
on the branch of a tree without 
knowing that the Balakhilyas were 
hanging from it upside down, lost in 
meditation. The branch broke, but 
luckily Garuda caught it in his claws 
before it crashed on the ground. He 
then flew around for a long time and 
at last, at Kasyapa’s advice, placed it 
on the Gandhamadana hills, very 
carefully, so that the meditation of the 
Balakhilyas was not disturbed. 





Eee iad ON UN SE OS 





Which Royal family ruled Russia for over 300 years? 


People of which country are followers of the Shinto religion? 

What colours adorn the flag of the United Nations? 

How many teeth does the whale have? 

In which year did the authorised version of the Holy Bible come into use? 
Which sea does the river Danube join? 

Which is the highest road in India? 

Do birds have teeth? 

What are the names of the saptarishis? 


10. Who was Aryabhatta? What was he famous for? 


11. Who was the first woman Governor in India? 


12. Who was the Telugu poet who wrote the epic poem "Veerabhadravijayamu"? 


What is it about? 


13, Who was the first Viceroy of India? 


14. There are three parts to Thirukkural written by Thiruvalluvar. What are they? 


15. What was the slogan of the French Revoultion? 


16. Who was the first Black player to win a Wimbledon title? 
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Stamp on Mother Teresa 

Soon after Mother Teresa was 
awarded the Nobel Peace Prize in 1979, 
India honoured her with the highest 
civilian award—Bharat Ratna, in 1980. 
India also brought out a stamp. Sweden, 
too, paid a tribute to her by issuing a 
stamp on the occasion of her receiving 
the Nobel Prize. The latest to release a 
stamp in Mother's honour is San Marino, 
a land-locked state in central Italy. 
Founded in A.D. 301, it is the oldest 
republic in the world. The stamp is one in 
that country's series called “Europa”. 





Unlike the Indian and Swedish stamps 
which have photographs of Mother 
Teresa, the San Marino issue has a 
portrait done by the famous movie star, 
Gina Lollobrigida, whose signature, too, 
appears on the stamp, which carries the 
name Madre Teresa di Calcutta. The 
value of the stamp is 750 lira. Incidentally, 
the Ceres Medal, instituted in 1975 by 
the Food and Agriculture Organisation 





(FAO) has a sculpture of Mother on one 
side. The theme of the medal, awarded 
to those who work for removing hunger, 
is "Food forAll”. India's honours to Mother 
Teresa include "Padma Shri" in 1962 and 
the Jawaharlal Nehru Award for 
International Understanding in 1972. 
Student strength 

The South Point High School in 
Calcutta is a few years older than 40. 
When it opened in 1954, ithad astrength 
of 17. Today, there are nearly 12,000 
children studying there. 
A cook's taste 

Midhun Devangan is a cook in a big 
hotel in Mumbai (Bombay). He earneda 
name when he went and saw a popular 
Hindi movie for the 200th day in 
succession and at the same theatre. No, 
he was not competing with the well- 
known painter, M.F. Hussain, who created 
arecord for himself by watching that very 
film; and he saw it at different theatres. 
Do you know how much Midhun spenton 
his 200 tickets? Five thousand rupees! 
He still goes and watches the movie, but 
only when he can find time to spare from 
his work. 
A rare Christmas 

Last Christmas was a rare event. It 
came off on a full moon day. This rare 
combination has occurred only 70 times 
in the past 20 centuries. In the 20th 
century, Xmas and full moon came 
together five times-—in the years 1901, 
1920, 1931, 1977, and 1996. One has 
now to wait for another 19 years—till 2015 
—to celebrate Christmas on a full moon 
day/night. 
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1....this great Buddhist 
temple-mountain? 
Built in about 800 A.D., it 
is the largest monument 
in the world devoted to 
Mahayana Buddhism, 
the liberal form of Bud- 
dhism founded in the 1st 
century B.C. 





3.  .,..Cleopatra's 
Needle? 
2. ...the oldest living tree? It is a massive granite 
Appropriately named after column around 3,500 
Methuselah, a Biblical character years old. It was built 


supposed to have lived for 900 by Egyptian Pharaoh 

yéars, this bristlecone pine is Thutmose Ill in 1475 

4,600 years old! B.C., for the temple of 
- the sun-god. 





4. ...the Bridge of Sighs? 
Prisoners were 
once led 
across this 
bridge to the 
jail located on 
the other side. 
They were of- 
ten heard to 
: sigh mournfully 
as they looked 
one last time at 
the city behind 
them. 









Beware of falling into the trap set in 
this picture: Study it carefully to find 
out what's wrong with it! 


Epic Voyage 









This is the drawing of the Santa 
Maria, the ship in which Christopher 
Columbus set sail on his voyage of 
discovery. 
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There are more than 30 
triangles in this figure. But can 
you find the exact number? 


a 3. From which of these animals do 
we get ivory? 


2. Seventeenmatchsticks have been 
laid out to form six equal squares. 
Remove 5 matchsticks so that you 

. are left with only 3 squares. 


—@ Amita Bharati, Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan, 1997 














Minp BenDERS 


41. Aman drove all the way to Delhi from 
Agra without realising he had a flat 
tyre. How did he do it? 

2. Adog is tied to a metre-long rope. Yet 
the animal is able to get at a bone 
lying 3 metres away. How? 





Athief abandoned his getaway 
car in this line of parked cars. 
Inspector Raman reached the 
spot a few moments late, Can 
you guess how he located the 
E72 | careventhoughhehadn'tseen 
the thief parking it? 





4. Adeaf and dumb man went into a hardware shop 
to buy a hammer. As he couldn't speak he per- 
formed the action of hammering and the sales- 
man immediately understood what he wanted. 
Another deaf and dumb man went in to buy a 
screw-driver. He mimicked the hand movements 
a person makes while putting in a screw and the 
salesman understood what he wanted. Then a 
blind man went in to buy a saw. What sort of 
gestures do you suppose he made to make the 
salesman understand that he wanted a saw? 


________ The Sprouting Ele 


Things required: 

Amedium-sized potato, plasticine, fourice-creamsticks, 

a small piece of sponge and a few coriander seeds. 

Method: 

1. Shape little pieces of plasticine to resemble the 
elephant's trunk, tail, eyes and ears and fix these on 
the potato as shown in the picture. 

2. Insert four ice-cream sticks into the potato to form 
the elephant's legs. 

3. Scoop outa tiny hole in the centre of the potato. Insert a small piece of wet sponge 
and a few coriander seeds into this hole. 

4. Ina few days, you will see both the coriander seeds as well as the potato sprout. 
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Let’s draw ee Se 


From L to Lion! 









Answers to Golden Hour No. 10 


WHERE IN THE WORLD 

1, In Japan. It is the famous Mt. Fujiyama 
2. In Myanmar (Burma) 

3. In London, England 

4. Madagascar 

5, Kimberley, South Africa 


STORY TRAP 


Holmes is right when he says that the man has a large head because the hat 
is of a large size. However, Holmes is wrong to conclude that a large head 
indicates greater intelligence. A man’s intelligence is not related to the size of 
his skull. Going by the narration, Holmes has a smaller head than the owner 
of the hat. But that does not mean Holmes is less intelligent! 


PICTURE TRAP 
The Indians did not have horses. Horses were brought into America by the 
Spaniards. 


PICTURE QUIZ 


1. Anarcherfish. It shoots down insects with water! 2. The Dead Sea. Though 
it is called a sea it is actually a lake. 3, Portugal 











—— 





How do fireflies produce light? 
-Sapna Dasarath, Bangalore 
Fireflies do not "produce" light. They are among 2,000 species of beetles capable 
of "emitting" light. They move in groups and are guided by the light they emit. 
What is meant by the "Fourth Estate"? 
-T. Venkateshwarlu, Nizamabad 
In medieval times, in England and France the political power was shared by the 
nobility, the clergy, and the commons. With the emergence of newspapers as a 
powerful group, capable of guiding public opinion, the Press came to be called the 
Fourth Estate. 
Why is there a country called South Africa, when there are no countries 
known as North, East, or West Africa? 
-Ashok Kumar Dash, Pundasani 
Four small states — Cape of Good Hope, Natal, Transvaal, and Orange Free 
State, all British colonies — were brought together to form the Union of South Africa 
in 1910. In 1961, itwithdrew from the British Commonwealth, and became a republic. 


FROM OUR READERS 

Entertaining columns 

The moral stories and informative news provide excellent morale boost to its 
readers. | want the magazine to come up with still entertaining columns and some 
contests to set up a competitive mind in our readers. 

H.R. Srinath, Bangalore 

Doubts cleared 

| like the column ‘Towards Better English’ very much. It has been very useful, 


as people get a chance to get their doubts cleared about English through this 
column. 


G. Gayatri, Vijayawada 
Educative 
The magazine has an educative value. My attention is arrested by the legends, 
historical episodes, tales from mythology, and colourful illustrations. | am also able 
to improve my grammatical and vocabulary knowledge the easiest way. 
Uma Prasad Dash, Gudari 








For Indian cricket, 1971 was a 
golden year. Our team played in 
England and won the series for the 
first time. A cricket bat commemora- 
ted this glorious chapter by getting 
on it the autographs of the Indian 
players led by Ajit Wadekar, the Rest 
of India cricketers, President V.V. 
Giri, Prime Minister Indira Gandhi, 
and the Chiefs of Staff of the Army, 
Navy, and Air Force. This vintage 
bat was once before auctioned to 
raise funds for a good cause and it 
was bought by none other than one 
of India's great cricketers—Vijay 
Merchant. Later, he made a gift of it 
to Wadekar himself. An ex-student 
of the Ruia College of Mumbai 
(Bombay), Wadekar thought an 
auction of the bat would bring in the 
much needed funds for his alma 
mater. The college organised a day- 
night double wicket tournament in 
November. The auction was held on 
that occasion. The opening bid was 
Rs.2,00,000, but the vintage bat 
fetched another Rs.1,00,000. 
Gloves, helmet at auction 

This is about another auction. It 
took place in London, and the items 
offered included the gloves, helmet, 
and fireproof overalls worn by the 
ace racing car driver, the late Ayrton 
Senna, of Brazil. At the auction, the 
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overalls that he had worn during the 
1994 Grand Prix fetched 42,000 
dollars, while the pair of gloves (used 
during the 1987 season) were sold 
for 4,200 dollars. The helmet went for 
£28,750, and another set of overalls 
from the 1990 Grand Prix fetched 
£20,700. 
Rising tennis star 

Celia Mathew is a 12th Standard 
student of North West High School, 
in Kansas, Oklahoma state. This girl, 





who has roots in Kerala, is living in 
the U.S.A. with herparents. According 
to her coach Rick Hone, the dayis not 
far when Celia may getan opportunity 
to play in the Junior section at 
Wimbledon and the U.S. Open. The 
17-year-old girl is now playing in the 
Jenks Girls team andhas won games 
against tennis stars from the U.S.A., 
Netherlands, and Bolivia. She caught 
the attention of the tennis world in 
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1983 when she won the Women's 
Singles at the Tulsa World Open. 
She is currently a member of the 
under-18 school team in the U.S.A. 
and holds the seventh rank with the 
Missouri-Balley Tennis Association 
(MBTA). Born and brought up in the 
U.S.A., Celia was recently in India 
where she wished to enter the BAT of 
Vijay Amritaraj. Unfortunately, the 
Academy does not admit girls for 
coaching. Celia held the tennis racket 
for the first time when she was hardly 
11 years. 


Numero uno footballer 


The magazine World Soccer has 
chosen Ronaldo of Brazil as the 
‘Footballer of the Year’ (1996). He 
was “bought last year by the 
Catalases 
of 


at the fabu- 
lous price of 
$20,000,000. 
Remember 
there was a 
time when 
he did not 
haveadime 
to pay for 
his trip to 
the famous 
Flamenco 
A football sta- 
| dium! Also 

when there 
was fo 





football ground near his 
home. So, he and his friends played 
football in whatever open space 
they could find, even the streets! 
These days Ronaldo is compared to 
the one and only Pele—the Brazilian 
football legend. In fact, football buffs 
feel that he is comparable only to 
Pele. Last October, he scored a 
goal against the Compostela team. 
The video clipping of this action 
was replayed on European TV for 
the maximum number of times in 
1996. 
‘Golden Ball’ Award 

Ronaldo was only the runner-up 
when sports journalists of Europe 
made the choice for the 'Golden 





Ball' Award last year. That honour 
went to Mathias Sommer of 
Germany, who got 144 points. 
Ronaldo received 3 points less. 
Sommer was the captain of the 
Unified Germany team, which won 
the European Championship. He 
had earlier received the Player of 
the Year Award for 1995. 
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AY sersetey of Vajrapuri had 
inherited ten acres of land, which 
he gave to someone on lease. It 
brought him a fairly good income. So 
much so, he did not have to go for 
work. He got married to Kamala and 
led a quiet life. She was a loving wife 
and dutiful, too. She carried out all his 
wishes, and he met all of her 
requirements. So, there was no 
occasion for any quarrel between 
them, no exchange of hot words. It 
was a pleasure to the people around to 
call on them and spend some time 
with such an ideal couple. Five years 
went by. 

Now they had a new neighbour in 
Narayan and Neela, who rented a 
house next door. After some days, the 
newcomers found it strange that their 
neighbours should lead such a 





peaceful life. They could not hear any 
argument between the husband and 
wife, or any loud voices. Narayan 
was envious of them, especially 
because his own Neela was anagging 
wife, and nota day passed without the 
husband and wife raising voices over 
their arguments. Neela had no good 
word to say to her husband. In order 
tostress her argument, she often spoke 
aloud. Narayan hated such occasions 
and probably felt prudent to keep 
quiet and not present his viewpoint. 

It was a mischievous idea, but he 
very much wished to see his 
neighbours quarrell at least once! He 
wanted to create a wedge between 
Vijay and Kamala, so that he could 
enjoy the sight. Probably he also 
expected a change of attitude in his 
wife if she were to watch a husband- 





wife among their neighbours 
quarrelling. Narayan waited for his 
chance. 

One day, he accosted Kamala. 
"Why doesn't your husband go for 
any work? I find him whiling away 
his time or loitering in the market. If 
he were to go for work, he can earn an 
income and you'll be able to wear 
silks and put on more jewellery. Why, 
you can even construct two or three 
houses and give them for rent. If he 
remains idle, do you think you can 
become rich?" 


At first Kamala would merely | 
smile. Later she expressed her } 


agreement with his advice. Narayan 


knew that his efforts at planting a } 


seed of discord had succeeded. 
Kamala now really began to notice 
thather husband was eitherlying down 
and sleeping or going out probably to 
spend his time gossiping with friends. 
If only he started some business, he 
would be earning more income and 
they would be able to lead a more 
comfortable life. 

Meanwhile Narayan kept a close 
watch on the couple. Neela, too, joined 
in the game and unhesitatingly gave 
her own advice to Kamala. After all 
her own husband went for work from 
morning till evening, while Kamala's 
husband invariably never stepped out 

of his house. 
: One day, Kamala burst out. Soon 
after dinner, Vijay went to bed and 
Kamala joined him after finishing her 


chores. Vijay was by then in deep 
slumber and was also snoring loudly. 
She woke him up. "What's this? You're 
growling like a lion or tiger! How can 
I get a wink of sleep? I feel like going 
away from here!" 

Vijayraghav was taken aback. He 
felt ashamed. "You've never spoken 
like that, Kamala!" he protested. "All 
right, where will you go at this hour of 
the night? You stay back and sleep 
well. Let me go somewhere." He got 
out and began walking. It was new 
moon; it was pitch dark all around. 
He was unable to see anything. Still 
he continued to walk, though he did 
not know where he was going. He 
went wherever his legs took him. 
Ultimately he reached a forest. He sat 
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down on a rock to rest for a while. 
Then he saw at a distance a light 
beneatha tree, around which sat some 
figures. 

He got up and walked towards the 
light. He did not know who the people 
were, or what they were doing. He 
could also not guess what would 
happen when he met them. Anyway 
there was no point in going back out 
of fear. He was already inside a forest, 
so why should he fear? When he 
approached them, he found that they 
were ghosts! There were four of them. 
He carefully avoided their presence 
and lay quietly near a tree to listen to 
their conversation. 

One of them, presumably their 
leader, was saying: "I'm going to give 
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a prize to anyone who'll make the 
others laugh." One of them thought 
upastory and narrated it to the best of 
his ability. But none of them laughed. 
Another one tried to make some 
unusual sounds and sang asong which 
went out of tune. Again no one 
laughed. The third ghost tried to 
balance himself on one leg, falling 
down every now and then. But that 
also did not evoke any laughter. 
Vijayraghav was carefully 
listening to all this, without making 
any noise. Soon he fell asleep and in 
no time began snoring loudly. All the 
four ghosts laughed on hearing the 
loud snore. They wondered from 
where such an unfamiliar sound was 
coming. They looked all around and 
then moved towards where the snoring 
was heard from. They stood around 
the man but checked their laughter 
lest he woke up and stopped snoring. 
But they could not refrain from 
laughing for long, when they saw his 
paunch heaving up and down in 
rhythm to his snoring! Their laughter 
disturbed Vijay's sleep and he woke 
up with a start and found the ghosts 
standing around him. "Don't be afraid 
of us!" said the leader of the ghosts. 
"On every new moon, we assemble 
here and spend some time in merry- 
making. Today I promised my friends 
a prize if anyone of them provoked 
laughter in us. None of them 
succeeded. But you made all of us 
laugh, and so you deserve the prize. 


Please acceptit." He then put acap on 
his head and disappeared along with 
the others. 

Vijay remained in the forest till it 
was dawn, when he suddenly 
remembered his house and wife. He 
wondered how she would have spent 
the night without him in the house. 
He traced his way back. When he 
neared his house, he found Kamala 
sweeping the courtyard and 
decorating the steps with a floral 
pattern. When she saw him, she was 
on the point of apologising for her 
behaviour the previous night. 

Vijay seemed to have guessed what 
she had in her mind. "So, you wish to 
apologise, don't you? Just forget it. 
After all, such misunderstanding do 
crop up in married life. There's no 
need for either the husband or the 
wife to be apologetic. It's all natural; 
there's nothing unusual about such 
happenings." 

"But I did not utter a single word!" 
said Kamala. "How then did you know 
that I wished to apologise?" 

"That's what I'm also wondering," 
remarked Vijay. 

Suddenly Kamala noticed the cap 
her husband was wearilég. "From 
where did you get that cap? Who gave 
it to you?" 

It was then that Vijayraghav 
himself remembered about the cap he 
had on his head. He took it off and he 
realised that he could no longer read 
Kamala's mind. That meant the cap 





had some magical powers. He then 
told her all that had happened after he 
left the house the previous night. 

"We've no use for the cap!" 
remarked Kamala. "What's the charm 
of your knowing what's in my mind, 
or of myself guessing what you're 
thinking if I were to put on that cap 
myself?" 

"True, Kamala, the cap will be of 
no use to us," said Vijay. "But what 
shall we do with it?” 

Anidea struck Kamala. "Let's give 
it to our king. He may find it useful. 
He would be able to distinguish 
between an enemy and a well-wisher. 
Who knows the kingdom would not 
ultimately benefit by the cap?" 

Vijay agreed with her suggestion. 
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He complimented her for her sense of 
patriotism. The next day he made his 
way to the palace and sought an 
audience with the king. He told him 
all that had happened. The king took the 
cap from him and put it on. He smiled 
when he realised that he was able to 
read the mind of whoever stood in front 
of him. He rewarded Vijayraghay with 
a bagful of gold coins. 

Kamala was extremely happy 
when her husband returned with the 
royal reward. "You must use this 
money to start some business," she 
pleaded with him. "That would help 
us in the days to come. You may also 
get rid of your snore and paunch! And 
there wouldn't be any need for you to 
roam about." 
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While all this was happening, 
Narayan was away from Vajrapuri. 
When he came back after a fortnight, 
he saw his neighbours still leading a 
happy and contented life. He took the 
first opportunity to enquire with 
Kamala, who told him of Vijay's visit 
to the forest and the cap given to him 
by the ghosts thére. 

Narayan passed on the news to his 
wife. "You must also go to the forest 
on the next new moon and meet the 
ghosts," suggested Neela. "But don't 
accepta similar cap. Instead, get hold 
of a cap that will make you invisible. 
You should wear it and then go to the 
palace. Whatever you can lay your 
hands on-especially the queen's 
jewellery—you must collectall of them 
and bring them here." She laughed as 
if a royal treasure was already with 
them. 

"Do you think I would be able to 
do all that?" Narayan said, sounding 
diffident. 

"Don't be foolish!" Neela 
admonished him. "If you make an 
effort, you can achieve anything.” 

The couple waited for the new 
moon. That night, Narayan made a 
beeline fogthe forest. He located the 
tree where Vijay had met the ghosts 
and waited for them. But the moment 
he saw the ghosts, he cried aloud in 
fright. He took to his heels, but the 
leader of the ghosts caught hold of 
him."Who're you? Why did youcome 
here to disturb us?” 





Narayan could only mumble. 
"L...I...came here to...get hold of a 
cap.:. a hat... please give me one!" 

"Oh! You want a cap?” the ghost 
asked him. "What kind of cap do you 
wish to have?" 

"A cap which will make me 
invisible!" Narayan blurted out. 

"Oh! That's all?" exclaimed the 
ghosts. "Here! Take it!" 

The next moment a cap fell on his 
head. The ghosts had by then 
disappeared. He went home holding 
the cap in hand. After experimenting 
it in front of Neela, he repaired to the 
palace where he was able to gain 
entry to all the rooms from where he 
collected whatever he could pick up. 
Ultimately, he landed in the royal 
chamber where the king and queen 
were fast asleep. He took away the 
diamond necklace the queen was 
wearing. He then saw the king's crown 
on a table by the side of the cot. He 
picked it up and placed it on his head. 
He then walked out. As he was going 


through the passage, he thought the 
crown was rather heavy on the head, 
so he removed it and held it in his 
hand. He did notrealise that the magic 
cap had come away along with the 
crown. The next moment, the royal 
guards saw him and caught hold of 
him along with the stolen items. 

The next morning he was taken to 
the king. Narayan confessed that he 
had done all that at the bidding of his 
wife. So, Neela too was brought before 
the king, who now wore the cap given 
to him by Vijayraghav. He was aware 
of what Narayan thought of his wife. 
The minister questioned both of them 
in front of the king, and the two 
confessed to their guilt. Neela was 
banished from Vajrapuri, while 
Narayan was put behind bars. 

When Kamala heard of the fate of 
herneighbours, she felt pity for them, 
but scolded herself for believing their 
words. She decided to remain loyal to 
her husband and not bother him with 
her ideas and suggestions. 
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The place was Ganganagar. Gangubai was a rich woman. She kept several 
servants to attend to all the chores in the house. However, she sent them away 
one after the other after her son brought a wife home. She wanted the 
daughter-in-law to do all the chores —all by herself. Poor girl, she did 
everything at the bidding of her mother-in-law, who would only lie down in 
an easy chair, giving out orders and spelling out instructions. She enjoyed 
eating all that her daughter-in-law prepared. The dishes were tasty and the old 
lady would even have a second helping and sometimes a third one, too. Result, 
she grew fat and fatter as days went by. Movement became difficult and she 
thought it was time she called in a doctor. In fact, many of them saw her and 
prescribed medicines to bring her fat down. She did not get any relief. She was 
then told about a particular doctor in Yamunangar. She went to meet him. He 
gave her a bottle which had a hundred pills. "When do I take them? Are there 
any diet restrictions?" the woman queried. 

"No, they are not to be swallowed," the doctor explained. "Spread them on 
the floor and keep the bottle a little above your arm's length. Pick up the pills 
one after another and put them in the bottle. Repeat the exercise every 
morning and for a month. You'll be relieved of your obesity." 











| The Flute and the Bamboo : 





hivpuri was a small kingdom 
ruled by King Shivchandra. He 
was a lover of arts and literature, so 
the poets of the land had a special 
respect for him. Vanidas was one of 
them. Though young, he had proved 
to be a good orator, besides being a 
promising poet. The king had been 
* captivated by his poetry and used to 
reward him every now and then. This 
had caused a lot of heartburning 
among others, especially the poets of 
the older generation. 
Vanidas had just then got married 
to Kaveri who was the daughter of a 
pundit, Vidyabhushan. The couple set 
up a separate home, and it was then 
that Kaveri had opportunities to know 
more of her husband's nature. For one 
thing, he did not think much of 
women, their knowledge, or their 


af 
intellect. He had only contempt for 
them. One day, Kaveri wanted to give 
him her views about his poetry, "What 
do you know of poets and poetry? 
Nothing! So, why should you air your 
views?" Vanidas snubbed her. 
Vidyabhushan was keen to meet 
his daughter. The local temple 
festivities would soon come off and 
he did not want her to miss the 
celebrations. He also wished to invite 
his son-in-law for the festivities. A 
few days prior to the celebrations, the 
pundit reached his daughter's 
residence. He was happy to see Kaveri 
and Vanidas. He told him about the 
celebrations. "I shall take Kaveri with 
me today, if you don't have any 
objection. And if you can't come now, 
youmay reach our place later, but you 
must come for the festivities. I shall 





be waiting for you." 

Vanidas did not disappoint his 
father-in-law. "Sure, sir, please take 
her along," he said. " I shall come 
later." The pundit left with his 
daughter. : 

The next day, there was a poets 
meetin the royal court. Vanidas recited 
a new poem that he had written. The 
entire poem was devoted to Nature 
and its beauty. He was suddenly an 
interrupted by the king. "[dorecognise 
your talents as a poet, Vanidas,” said 
Shivchandra.." You're young, you're 
an intellectual, but from the day you 
were introduced to me, I have been 
noticing one thing—that your poems 
are only about Nature and its Creator. 
You don't write a line about that 





Creator's representative on earth— 
the king. In utter disregard of his own 
comfort and pleasure, the king ensures 
the welfare of his subjects. Why 
should you then neglect suchaperson? 
Don't you have anything to write about 
the king?" 

Vanidas could not answer him 
immediately. True, he was in the pay 
of the king; but heart of hearts, he had 
only contempt for kings. They would 
do anything. Often they would appear 
to be generous. At the same time, they 
wouldalso be conceited, self-centred, 
egoistic. The Creator is responsible 


| for every activity in the world, And 


He is not arrogant. That was why the 
poet in him was always in praise of 
Nature and the Creator. 

These thoughts went through 
Vanidas, while he remained silent, 
without reacting to the king's obser- 
vations. One of the senior poets, 
Gangadhar, stood up and said: "Your 
majesty, he has no answer to your 
queries. You can, therefore, assess 
this youngster's loyalty to the king!" 

Shivchandra's face went red with 
anger. "Vanidas! I've by now evalua- 
ted your worth," he said curtly. "From 
now on, you may stay back home and 
write your poems. You need not 
present them in my durbar. Also, don't 
come here to receive any remuneration 
from me!" He then turned his head 
away from Vanidas. cs 

Suddenly the young poet felt giddy. 
His face dropped as he slowly walked 


out of the royal court. His mind was 
agitated. He went home and lay down. 
But he could not get any sleep. He did 
not have any appetite for food. He did 
not eat that day and the next day, for 
a whole week. He also did not get a 
wink of sleep all those days. He 
suddenly turned lean and had a 
famished look. 

One day, he went out and walked 
for a little distance. He sought the 
shade of a huge tree and sat there. The 
sun was already up, and it was quite 
warm. He looked around. It was a 
lonely place. Fortunately, there was a 
cool breeze. That gave him some 
relief. Not far away from where he sat 
was a river flowing by making a 
gurgling sound. Vanidas seemed to 
have received a sudden urge to write 
a poem. He was also eager to recite it 
before the king and earn his praise 
once again. 

He sat there trying to compose the 
lines of a poem, when he saw a young 
man approaching him with a smile. 
He stood in front of Vanidas with 
folded hands. He could not recognise 
the stranger, yet he too greeted him 
with folded hands. "I don't remember 
you, but your face is familiar." 

"I'm your wife Kaveri's brother," 
said the stranger. "My name is 
Ratnakar. I had attended your 
wedding, and had met you then." 

Vanidas even then did not 
remember him or recognise him. He 
allowed the young man to continue. 





"I was actually coming to meet you. 
Kaveri was telling me that you recite 
your poems once a week and explain 
their significance to your audience. I, 
too, am eager to listen to your poems, 
But tell me, please, what are you 
doing here?" 

To that also, Vanidas did not give 
any reply. He remained silent. The 
young man was now anxious. "Why 
aren't you saying anything? Aren't 
you well? You seem to have gone 
thin. What happened?" 

Vanidas now gave him a smile. He 
heaved a heavy sigh. "I thought I 
should not tell you anything, but you 
seem to be anxious to know about my 
welfare." He then narrated all that 
had happened after Kaveri left for her 
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home along with her father. 

"Is that all?" remarked the young 
man." You don't have to worry about 
what happened at the court. You just 
forget the king. They are all a 
conceited, arrogant lot. They do 
everything for their own glory. They 
want everybody to praise them. 
Whoever doesn't do so are considered 
their enemies. However, we can't 
forget that there have also been kings 
who worshipped poets and would 
even serve as their palanquin-bearers. 
Of course, I don't have to tell you all 
that.” 

Vaftidas nodded his head. The 
young man noticed the slow change 
inhis attitude. He then recited a poem. 
It was about young Krishna playing 


his flute on the banks of the Yamuna. 
The music from the flute wafted over 
the entire place. Suddenly the river 
made gurgling sounds as if she had 
been excited. The trees began 
swaying. The bamboo clusters 
wondered whether a small piece of 
one of them could produce such divine 
music. The river began to overflow 
the banks, as every drop of water 
wished to go as near the source of the 
music as possible. Likewise, even the 
king would once get excited on 
listening to poetry, 

Vanidas now sat up. He looked at 
the young man with admiration. 
"Ratnakar! Your poem is excellent. 
The lines are really touching. I have 
till now thought that I alone can write 
good poetry. I'm changing my views 
right now." He patted him with 
affection. 

“This poem was not written for 
myself,” said Ratnakar. "I wrote this 
for you, about you." 

"Yes. I could guess that much, " 
responded Vanidas. "You've hinted 
all that in your poem." 

"That poet Gangadhar hates you, 
do you know that?” asked Ratnakar. 
“He must have been carrying tales 
against you to the king. That explains 
the king's behaviour towards you in 
the court." 

"You seem to know everything," 
said Vanidas. "True, the king 
unusually used harsh words against 
me. And I was unable to reply him. I 


felt extrememly incapacitated even 
to walk out of the court. In view of all 
that, why should I write poetry again? 
Why should I go to the court again? 
Why should I recite my poems in 
front of the king again?” 

"You should go to the court again,” 
said Ratnakar. "You can go disguised 
as someone else, and recite this poem, 
if you don't mind. The king would 
sure appreciate the poem. The lines 
would open his eyes. The way the 
bamboo clusters felt envious of the 
flute and the music that emanated 
from it would make him recognise 
what is good poetry, and what is not. 
He would realise how the senior poets 
are jealous of you." 

Though Vanidas nodded his head 
in acceptance of the suggestion, he 
appeared contemplating. "I unders- 
tand your predicament," said 
Ratnakar. "You don't want to present 
a poem written by someone else, as 
your own, do you? Don't worry. I 
wrote it for the sake of my sister 
Kaveri. So you can take it as your 
own." 

Still Vanidas was hesitant. How 
could he present a poem that was not 
his own composition? And that, too, 
before the king? He was in a 
contemplative mood. Ratnakar had 
no othermethod of convincing him of 
his suggestion. Suddenly, he removed 
his turban and pulled off his artificial 
moustache. And there stood in front 
of Vanidas none else than his wife 





Kayeri. "You? Kaveri!" was all that 
he could say. 

"Yes, I'm Kaveri," she said in the 
same male voice in which she was 
talking to him till then. She then 
changed her voice. "The way you 
were insulted in the durbar was 
conveyed to my father by one of his 
disciples. I was unable to bear it. And 
I didn't want to stay any longer in my 
father's place. He had offered to come 
with me, but I didn't allow him. I went 
home and could not find you there, 
and came out in search of you. I found 
you here. Of course, you would never 
acceptmy advice, that's why I decided 
on a disguise. Don't hesitate. You go 
to the palace and read out the poem to 
the king.” 





But Vanidas was adamant. He 
objected to the very idea of reciting 
someone else's poem. "Why don't you 
accept my advice? My suggestion?” 
Kaveri persisted. 

After observing silence for a 
moment, Vanidas said: "Till now I did 
not have any respect for women; or 
forkings. Because of this I got insulted 
in the court. Now you've wiped off 
my obession and you've brought about 
a complete change in my attitude. 
You've succeeded in your effort. I 
bow before you. I shall go to the 
palace and recite your poem." 

Kaveri's eyes were filled with tears 
of joy. "So, you've accepted my 
advice? It's my greatest fortune." The 
two then left for their home. 

Next day, Vanidas appeared in the 
court in disguise. He recited the poem 
composed by his wife. The king 
caught the meaning of the lines. "It's 
true, there was in our court a poet 
whose poetry was like the music from 
the flute. His name was Vanidas. But 





I listened to the bamboo cluster here 
Posing as poets. And I insulted him 
and he went away. You've done me 
and Vanidas a great favour. I now 
have only one wish. I must get him 
back to this court, and honour him. If 
you meet him, please convey my wish 
tohim. Only ifhe comes back willmy 
mind enjoy some peace." 

The poetnodded his head, accepted 
the gifts given by the king and went 
away. The nextday Vanidas appeared 
before the king, who honoured him 
by making him the poet laureate of 
Shivpuri. One day, Vanidas revealed 
to the king all that had happened after 
he went away from the court, insulted. 
"You mean to say it was your wife 
Kaveri who wrote that poem? So she 
too is a poet in her own merit? My 


compliments to her. It's rare to find © 


husband and wife poets. Ourkingdom 
is fortunate that way!" 

King Shivchandra sent special gifts 
to Vanidas's wife, Kaveri. She was 
even invited to the court. 
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; = ar of Anandparbat was a 
hard working fellow. He would 
always be seen with a smile, and his 
face would ever remain bright. 
Because of this, people used to notice 
him. 

One day, a rich man, Dharamchand, 
arrived in Anandparbat. He had come 
from Danapur wishing to settle down 
in Anandparbat. He rented a huge 
house on the banks of Kabini river 
and engaged several servants to look 
after the place. Soon, the prominent 
people of Anandparbat made it a point 
to call on him and discuss the 
problems.of the place. 

Despite his wealth and the comforts 
he enjoyed, Dharamchand always 
appeared sad-faced. When people 
noticed his sorrow-laden face, they 
paid fewer visits to him, lest they 


added to his worries. One of them, 
however, took courage in advising 
him. "Sir, there's a young man here, 
Prasanna by name. He always puts on 
a pleasant face. You've only to look at 
his face and whatever sorrow you have 
will vanish in no time. Why don't you 
take him in your employment?" 
Dharamchand accepted his advice 
and employed Prasanna as his personal 
servant. He soon found out what his 
master required at what time. He 
ensured that it was given to him, and 
that nothing was left wanting. He took 
particular care in keeping his master's 
bedroom spick and span. There was 
not a dust particle on any of the 
furniture. He also saw to it that 
Dharamchand had clean clothes to put 
on. All those who now called on him 
could notice the changes in the house 
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and were all praise for Prasanna. 
However, Dharamchand still went 


about with a sad face. One day, he 
asked his servant: "I've enough and 
more of money and am enjoying all 
comforts. Yet, all that doesn't bring 
me any peace of mind. Why, 
Prasanna? You don't have any wealth 
or possessions. And you work hard 
from morning till evening. Still you 
always keep a smile on your face. 
How do you manage that?" 

"Whatever work I do, my master, 
I find joy in it, " Prasanna tried to 
explain. "I take up everything with 
pleasure. So, I don't have a reason to 
grieve over anything. But, master, I 
can't find an explanation for your 
sorrow." 


Ch ANDAMAMA 62 


Dharamchand then recalled his 
younger days. "Prasanna, when I was 
young, I too did not suffer any sorrow. 
Thad invested only a hundred rupees, 
but my business thrived. Now I'm a 


any joy or peace of mind. That's why 
I chose this place by the banks of a 
river, to live a quiet, peaceful life. Back 
home, my business in Danapur is 
being looked after by someone and 
everything is going smooth." 

"Then, why this feeling of sorrow, 


4) master?" Prasanna ventured to ask. 


{ 
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"Everything here is taken care of by 
servants. And there's no dearth of 
money for any type of expenditure. 
What more would you want, or wish 
for?" 

"It's true, Prasanna," said 
Dharamchand. "But, look at that, I've 
to depend on servants for everything. 
I don't do any work myself." 

"But that should not worry you, 
master,” said Prasanna. "By working 
for you, we all see to it that you lead a 
peaceful life. We all work for your 
sake. And that's how it should be, don't 
you think so?" Prasanna did some 
plain speaking, though he was not sure 
how his master would take it, or how 
he would respond. 

"Take your own case, Prasanna," 
said Dharamchand. "You don't have 
any wealth. You work hard to eam 
some money. It'll be only natural that 
you would wish to make more 
money.” 


"We're the toiling class in the 
world," responded Prasanna. "And 
we're strong, because we're many in 
number.” 

Dharamchand liked the intelligent 
way in which his servent responded. 
He engaged him in conversation that 
day and on the subsequent days. One 
day, when he regretted that he never 
read any literature or learnt history, 
Prasanna said he could even then 
engage a teacher. 

Another day Dharamchand 
remarked that it was only the rich and 
the wealthy who suffered from 
illnesses. To which Prasanna 
responded that they had enough 
money to engage doctors and pay for 
their treatment and medicines. 

Dharamchand realised that for 
every problem he posed, Prasanna had 
some answer or solution. Now he 
became jealous of his servant. He 
began getting angry with him. He 
would also complain against Prasanna 
tohis visitors. © 

One of them suggested: "You try 
scolding him; you need not wait for 
an excuse. His smile will fade away, 
and you'll feel glad about it!" 

Dharamchand liked the suggestion. 
So, he started scolding Prasanna for 
anything and everything. He called 
him a dog one day; another time a 
cat, donkey, pig, buffalo, fool, 
ungrateful. Prasanna merely listened 
to all this, and kept on smiling. 

Dharamchand was surprised. Why 


didn't Prasanna react? Once he even 
asked him. Prasanna replied: "The dog 
is loyal to its master; the pig is an 
incarnation; the donkey is 
hardworking; the bullock is patient, 
By calling me all these, you were only 
praising me. I don't think you were 
insulting me!" He laughed. 

Dharamchand did not quite like the 
way Prasanna explained everything 
and accepted it as an attribute. He now 
decided that he would insult his 
Servant in front of others. He might 
learn a lesson then. That would wipe 
away the constant smile from his face, 

When some prominent people of 
the place met him, Dharamchand 
spoke insultingly of Prasanna. But he 
was still smiling! 
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Strangely one of the visitors 
reacted:\He was angry with 
Dharamchand. He turned to Prasanna 
and said: “Why should you suffer such 
insult, and continue in his service? 
Can't you go and get a job somewhere 
else?" : 

"Whatever work I do, sir, my 
master is paying me my salary," 
replied Prasanna. "And he's prompt 
and he.doesn't give me less. And 
whatever I do is meant for his comfort 
and to meet his needs. I don't 
understand for what reason he's 
scolding me. Anyway he has not so 
far asked me to go away. If he were 
to say that, I shall not remain with 
him for an extra moment. Everybody 
cannot talk sweet. If anyone decides 
to talk ill of you, why should you get 
perturbed?” Prasanna argued. The 
smile had not even then left his face! 

Dharamchand was listening to him 
carefully. "It's only now that I am able 
to know why he always appears 
contented, and is always smiling. I've 





been watching his actions and listening 
to his talk and I find that he does 
everything with sincerity. He doesn't 
view it as service to another, but as if 
he's doing it for himself, for his own 
joy. He doesn't wait to be remunerated 
or compensated for whatever he does. 
Therefore, he's not frustrated or 
disappointed. So much so, in whatever 
he does, he succeeds. He doesn't have 
to apprehend any failure. He sees only 
the bright side of everything. Like 
loyalty in dogs, patience in buffaloes,. 
hard work in donkeys. He doesn't see 
the bad side of anything. So, he has 
no worry, no sorrow, no grief: 
Everybody may not have a smiling 
face like he has, but at least one can 
make an attempt to emulate him." 

Dharamchand was never again 
seen with a sad face. He was fully 
satisfied with Prasanna as well as the 
other servants. As he had full faith in 
them, he even began visiting Danapur 
every now and then to enquire about 
his business. 
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CHANDAMAMA ANNUAL SUBSCRIPTION RATE 
Within India Rs.72 by surface mail 
Payment in favour of 
DOLTON AGENCIES 
Chandamama Buildings, 188 N.S.K. Salai, Vadapalani 
MADRAS - 600 026 
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THE MOST ENDEARING GIFT YOU CAN THINK OF 
FOR YOUR NEAR AND DEAR WHO IS FAR AWAY 


CHANDAMAMA 
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Give him the magazine in the language of his choice— 
Assamese, Bengali, English, Gujarati, Hindi, Kannada, 
Malayalam, Marathi, Oriya, Sanskrit, Tamil or Telugu 

—and let him enjoy the warmth of home away from home. 


Subscription Rates (Yearly) 
AUSTRALIA, JAPAN, MALAYSIA & SRI LANKA 





By Sea mail Rs 129,00 By Air mail Rs. 276.00 


FRANCE, SINGAPORE, U.K., U.S.A., 
WEST GERMANY & OTHER COUNTRIES 








By Sea mail Rs 135.00 By Air mail Rs. 276.00 





Send your remittance by Demand Draft or Money Order favouring 
*Chandamama Publications’ to: 

CIRCULATION MANAGER CHANDAMAMA PUBLICATIONS CHANDAMAMA BUILDINGS 

VADAPALANI MADRAS 600 026 
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LIC 


means 
Protection 


Regd. NoUM. a Ee, 


va 






When that bouncy ball jumps up at 
you, your gloves protect only 
your hands. But LIC, 
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the Life Insurance Corporation, 
provides you full protection , 
all through your life. 

Ask your parents to explain 
what an LIC Policy is. 

And how it keeps you 
secure and protected. 
Because LIC cares for you. 
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Life Insurance Corporation of India 


Insure and be Secure 
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